CHAPTER    XVI
IT was broad daylight when the desperadoes were awakened
by the loud baying of hounds. As they stood tense and
listening, they heard voices and realized that they were beset
by pursuers who knew that Foxley was in the cavern. The
voice of a man who seemed to be in authority was heard
quietening the hounds, and then to ask if anyone knew what
manner of cave it was. Another voice answered that it was
a large place, but that it had only the one outlet.
The leading man's voice came again, shouting:
'Foxley, we know you are there. Come out now, for we
will carry the hill away in handfuls, if need be; but have you
this time, we will/
None of the bushrangers replied, but all busied them-
selves loading their guns, and took up positions at the side
where they could command the low entrance, to come
through which a man must creep on hands and knees.
Several times the summons to surrender was repeated,
but Foxley and his comrades remained dumb. Then a figure
was seen slowly worming its way in. Rashleigh, unarmed,
watched fascinated until the head came into sight, and his
ears rang for minutes with the terrific impact of the explosion
of the three muskets which his captors fired simultaneously,
which was detonating in the enclosed space.
When the smoke had cleared he saw that the head had
been only a cap stuck on the end of a pole, swathed in old
clothes, which had evidently been pushed through with a
view to discovering whether the opening was free of
obstacles. A loud, gleeful shout came to them from outside
at the success of the stratagem*
'Come on out now, Foxley,' came the leader's voice again.
*If you don't, we'll smoke you out like rats/
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